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it is the odd score of Chinese traders who form the
clientele. Opium brings happiness of a negative
sort. My life, mynheer, is complete without such
a stimulant."
Pietr Cornelius once more sipped the schnapps
held out to him by Lim Kee. Soon we heard
footsteps and the captain appeared from the
shadows.
"Well, skipper, I've been boring your friend,"
exclaimed Pietr Cornelius, waving his wrists,
"But talking Engleesh again is like medicine to
me. I lof it and I take advantage of your friend."
He turned and addressed me apologetically.
"You must excuse my long tongue, mynheer," he
said suavely.